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THE PASSING OF A PROPHET. 

A True Narrative of Death and Life. 

BY CHARLOTTE OSGOOD MASON. 



I. 

Throughodt the centuries of human growth death has been 
as a nightmare to the heart of man — a king of terrors, crowned 
with fear and panoplied with grief. No race or soul might evade 
this king's dominion; none but must feel his influence and power. 
There have been sturdy folk who mocked him outwardly; there 
have been those in whom the very fear of him bred a superb and 
vaunting courage; there have been those who called on Faith 
to help them — ^invoking her mystic powers against his own; but 
all alike have felt his influence and have paid tribute to him. 

Those pagan cults whose strength was rooted in the primeval 
element of sex dealt in the mysteries of procreation and of 
birth, striving thereby to solve the riddle or to break the spell 
of death. The accentuation of the sex idea, which was the badge 
of early Semitic thought, and probably characterized originally 
the thought of all nature-peoples, while it served as a stupendous 
factor in their evolution, served, when uncorrected by other 
elements, as an equally stupendous factor in their decay. Not 
even the fearless, joyous Greek emerged unpolluted from its 
influence. The nature-gods of the Orient, passionately adored 
for their fertility, were no less passionately mourned when their 
fertility was past. The grape was crushed in the wine-press; 
the god of life had shed his blood for his votaries: let the world 
lament. Moreover, the accentuation upon sex developed as its 
correlative the sense of possession, and in both its human and 
material phases no other passion breeds so tempestuous a fear 
of death. These waste elements in the sex ideal, elements which 
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have done their work and are now a menace to healthfulness and 
life, our civilization still blindly propagates. 

With relation to the problem of mortality, Christianity as an 
Institution, in its various forms of asceticism, has annihilated 
the fear of death by annihilating equally the claims of life. In 
the same particular, Christianity as an Emotion has largely con- 
centrated itself in poignant grief and ecstasy upon the figure of 
the suffering Christ dead upon the cross. Christianity as a Life 
did neither of these things. 

To-day there is a reaction against the dead weights of the 
past. Man is exacting from the Universe his freedom in this 
world and in the imknown world to come. And between the 
two worlds the bridge is death. 

With the aid of truer concepts of history, of ethics, of religion, 
we are begiuning to see that the bridge, once shrouded in dark- 
ness and sentinelled with terror, may be a bridge of light, a rain- 
bow over which himianity may pass to its Walhalla. 

Even the physical sciences are teaching us this hope. Chemis- 
try calls death but a translation of life occurring within the 
realm of chemical reactions, which reactions underlie the pro- 
gressive alterations of the body during life. Death, then, goes 
with us in all the processes of being, from birth to the end of 
the body's existence. This is no strange and terrible conqueror, 
exacting sudden tribute, but an ally upon whom we have un- 
consciously depended for wise counsels and support. Biology 
delves into the ocean of primeval being and brings forth a pearl. 
Death, we are told, is not coincident with the first appearance of 
life. The simple cell lives on indefinitely by the mere division 
of itself into two perfect entities, but when nature in her wisdom 
discarded fission as a means of reproduction, and introduced the 
rudimentary forms of sex life which were destined to evolve the 
subtle physical and psychic organisms of man and woman, there 
entered into the universe the possibility of death. With the 
specialization of cells and their functions came also the inter- 
dependence of one cell or individual upon another cell or in- 
dividual, and the consequent possibility of inhibition, gradual 
decline and death. In the evolution of species the appearance 
of death for the individual is thus linked with the possibilities 
of highest life for the whole. In the spiritual world of men 
and women the experience becomes conscious and beautiful in 
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proportion as the outlook of the individual is one of unselfish, 
joyous abandonment to the possibilities of greatest growth. 

We are come within sight of a truth that shall uplift us, but 
to few of us as yet has it been given to live and die in accordance 
with the laws of truth. For the most part we still postpone the 
thought of death, harboring secretly the ancient terror, and per- 
petuating the ancient tribal symbols of lamentation and despair. 

It would seem better that we should teach ourselves and our 
children to recognize the relation of death to the world of life. 

Were we, for instance, to teach our child that Selfishness and 
Death must meet in battle; that the triumph of Death would 
mean victory for all the Father and Mother love in their child; 
that the triumph of Self would bring disaster and grief: that 
child would link death with the thought of conquering, and the 
very word would be robbed of the associations that make it 
terrible. We can only uproot the old idea of death by recog- 
nizing as death some of the elements we know to be most beauti- 
ful and beneficent in life. Thus we shall find the relation of 
things one to another. Those intense desires to achieve or possess 
that once filled us: of what significance are they to us later on? 
The passion becomes a dead thing; it falls away from our life; 
what once we longed for we would on no account possess. We 
ourselves live still, with finer ambitions, perhaps, and better 
purposes, and the desire has fulfilled its end. If we can but 
free ourselves from the controlling influence of passions that 
centre in our personal mechanism, intellectual or physical, we 
shall no longer fear that the passing of that mechanism will bring 
extinction to life itself. Such freedom makes us conquerors 
with God in our life and death experiences, and makes the 
death of the body a triumphant expression of the soul's su- 
premacy. 

Again, death and failure are of one blood— children of the 
same parent thought. Yet each exists that something finer may 
be born in us of our grief. A complete failure in the eyes of the 
world is often a glowing success in the universe of God; and, 
even if the failure be in the essentials of life, it will have vibra- 
tions powerful enough to sweep the experience into the realm 
of victory if the soul so wills. The force that produces the 
failure is ours to distribute into other channels. Such victories 
mean the death of the ignoble; they are victories wholly of the 
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spirit, and until manifested in the flesh, in a man's face or in 
his deeds, we of the world still treat the soul as if it had not 
been reborn. 

Thus each day, in the growth of character, death may be the 
vanquisher of corruption, and an ally of life. Then let every 
attribute of our being depart if those attributes remain at the 
expense of our divine harmony with God. It is those of us 
in whom such changes never take place who truly suffer death. 
Mere existence is the deadliest foe to life. The people who 
merely exist live in a nether world, where the divine light does 
not penetrate. They have no power over inherited tendencies; 
devils and disease possess them, and" only through suffering, the 
great revealer of failure, do they live vitally at last. There must 
be death and annihilation in some attributes of being before 
man can live to the highest. 

No one can work out his ideal of himself without a real and 
healthy understanding of the place of death in the world. For 
the ideal of each one of us should include some conception of his 
own rebirth into the spheres — the rebirth of a soul, with little 
thought of sex. To think of the life here as a period of gesta- 
tion — a formative, experimental phase — to think of each day 
as an opportunity to recreate our conception of ourselves, and to 
work out this ideal creation of our spirit, this should mean that 
we command, in a measure, at least, the forces of matter and of 
spirit, and that we are filled with beauty and radiate wisdom and 
love. Such preparation for the rebirth into a larger life should 
be the conscious and joyous accompaniment of our existence — 
a part of our effort to view life and death " under the aspect of 
eternity." Such preparation would give us freedom from the 
mastery of desire. We should be reborn free, pure, without in- 
herited tendencies from the past to be overcome in the unknown 
future. We shall learn in time to have equal reverence for 
birth and for death, and to prepare for both with holy and up- 
lifting offices of true spiritual purification. To a life so ordered 
the moment of physical death could never come as a tragic in- 
terruption. When the hour of rebirth approaches, tlie soul in- 
lelligently breaks its bonds; quietly and consciously it severs 
the cord that binds it to the womb of the Earth-Mother, and 
goes forth into the spheres ! 

If there is to be majesty, if there is to be peace in the great 
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hour of birth, through death into life, the one who goes forth 
and those who remain must alike come into harmony with God. 
No intermediary gods can help us here. In the hours of great- 
est need it is not our friends, even the dearest, who are able to 
suspend or prevent the fate that tears us. Intermediary gods are 
for the quiet seas of life, not for the tempest and thunder-storms 
of the soul. When the shattering is past, our spirit must glow 
with the revelation of God's own majesty that is like the unfold- 
ing of the radiant heavens in the sunset hour when the storm 
is done. Little comfort may come to us from without save as we 
are at peace with the Master of Souls. Unless we have har- 
monized ourselves to His law, all else we may meet is dissonance 
which hurts and from which we flee. 

Where there is harmony, where there is peace with God and 
His laws, there are many symbols whereby that harmony and peace 
may be made to speak to others, and it is for us to see to it that 
the freed spirit be not misrepresented by the rites and customs 
made easy — yet in truth how difficult — by habit and convention. 

If we pour out our tears in grief they will dim the light of 
God that should shine from us now as at no other time. Grief 
may not dominate us : we must give freely to Wisdom the patience 
and moderation that Time will exact. We must do our own con- 
quering. Let us bear aloft the Winged Victory and not entrust 
the conquest of our grief to Time. For us this is the hour of 
leadership. Is the one reborn into the Universe? We would 
bo reborn upon the earth, and if the union of souls has been 
intimate and near, be assured that each in some holy and mys- 
terious way knows the condition of the other and gives heed. It 
is to those who overcome that God gives consciousness of the 
powers of life and death. 

IL 
The plant that has rested under the warm mantle of purity 
throughout the winter bears the most perfect and fragrant flowers 
in the spring. So he, in that last winter, before the releasing 
springtime, folded about himself a mantle of purity and faith- 
ful trust such as only those may wear who, living in the divine 
attributes of their being, are yet strong to go on with the ma- 
terial life. 

The hearth of the home was cold. Strong winds had threatened 
its fires, and the embers gave forth neither warmth nor light. 
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Yet was the daily round of duties done with energy unflagging. 
The woman companion on that highway Godward sought con- 
stantly for some quiet temple in the woods where the altar of the 
home might be set up and its fires rekindled. She dreamed that 
she should find and bestow upon the man at last the rest that 
no prophet of God has yet been granted in this world. But the 
winter snows spoke to her of the beautiful life of which they 
were the guardians, and never had the prophecy of spring so 
stirred in her mother-heart as now. Life must come from a 
silence so profound, a dedication so deep and pure! Yes, the 
home that she saw before her gaze held rest and peace and glory 
for the enfolding of that faithful one for whom she planned and 
labored. If inward voices whispered that the rest, the peace 
and glory were to be not of this world, she silenced them and 
would not hear. God sent His own voice, mighty and compelling, 
across the wilderness, but to her it seemed the trumpet-call to 
lier own faith and courage. The dove of Hope spoke to her 
heart, and from the topmost branches of the forest poured the 
first bird-notes of spring. All life sang a song of faithful love to 
God and man. But the dear one bent a little lower and hurried 
to complete his task. 

It needed but the touch of the divine finger for the miracle of 
spring to be wrought out. Already the atmosphere was charged 
with the divine life and love. To those who listened for the 
inner voice God revealed His presence and His purposes. 

The wooded country yielded no temple for the resurrection of 
the home; the woman found a ruin at the end of every path- 
way that led to what had seemed a homestead in the vision of her 
hope. Only then did she stop and wait upon that divine inner 
voice, the voice that had been sounding in her ears since the sap 
had begun to rise in the trees. 

As the unborn babe stirs with the prophecy of fuller life, so 
his spirit that was to be bom into a life beyond stirred and made 
ready to be gone. While all life-forms renewed themselves he 
wandered into the solitary vales of his own being, there to 
find in some gentle resting-place within the forest the spring that 
would refresh his spirit. There he loosened the garments of 
earth: there, beneath the guiding hand of Death, he fashioned 
his garment of transfiguration. 

Throughout his life he had tasted the bitter with the sweet. 
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For he was bom under the Christ-Star in his mother's heart, and 
in her gentle faith the Christ triumphant meant Christ crucified. 
The vision of the conqueror triumphant in the world of men, 
because he triumphed in the world of spirit, had not yet dawned 
for her, and for her son it dawned not as a reality, but as a well- 
loved dream. The treasures of the earth that he had earned and 
would have blessed were sometimes seized by other men beneath 
whose touch the treasure turned to vanity. Yet, with the bitter, 
he had known the sweet, and he had grown consciously through 
each experience. He loved all forms of beauty; none was ob- 
scured to him : the beauty of the pure bodily joys of healthy man- 
hood; the beauty of nature; the beauty of pure science, of religion, 
of companionship, of service. All the arts nourished him, — 
music he heard in all thiogs, and if he could not find the divine 
harmony sounding in the souls of those who walked with him 
or passed him he was grieved. In all the forms of life and beauty 
that sustained him he saw God and worshipped. Yet to the 
temples reared by man he seldom went. His mission was to heal 
the sick — the sufferers in body, mind and spirit. He conceived 
that the loving soul of man could reach out and give aid to its 
fellows in ways of which a materialistic science takes no heed. 
It was his triumph that he stood squarely for this truth, reaching 
thus beyond the prescribed limits of his profession, yet retaining 
always the respect and faith of those who could not see as yet the 
path to which he pointed. In his work of healing he was a pioneer 
and a follower of Christ. 

When to this man came the signal to prepare for the final 
hours of travail through the mystery of rebirth into fuller life — 
when the message of the spirit came to him, as it ever comes, in 
majesty and silence — ^he was ready to obey. In his soul reigned 
the beauty of holiness. 

III. 

The woman and the child stood enfolded in unseen warmth and 
strength. The consciousness of his presence was like the recog- 
nition of another sense. It brought a peace that was almost 
visible radiance. Together they watched the passing of the 
spirit: together they looked upon the quiet form relaxed and 
tender as a child's body. Even the habitation bespoke the purity 
of the life. The soul had not desecrated its beautiful home. 
Peace and Majesty rested upon the brow; Strength and Love 
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stood sentinels on either side of the fine mouth. It had weathered 
many storms, that ■well-tried home of three-and-seventy years; 
It had proved itself worthy of all honor and tenderness ; yet had 
the soul flung wide the doors to the miracle of spring and had 
gone forth. 

The loved ones who remained, standing there in the full sun- 
light of God's truth, were born into a larger consciousness. Never 
again would death be to them aught but one of the processes of 
the soul's life. No mere words could now convey between their 
souls and his the recognition and experiences of which each one 
was conscious. Yet the recognition held; the consciousness of 
an immortal love brooded above them all. The living looked 
still upon God's work; they knew that the creation was good, and 
that they might trust God and wait for the fuller revelation. 

In tlie days that followed that strange hushed sense of recog- 
nition never failed. The room in which he had done his work, 
where lay the beautiful form that had contained his spirit, became 
the centre of the quiet life that still moved on. As he had al- 
ways shared and led in all the great moments of the family life 
so now he led and shared. The letters were written at his desk 
and by his side, while the sunshine and sweet air that he had 
loved filled all the cheerful room. Friends came and were wel- 
comed there. Only joy and beauty reigned in that sanctuary. 
It was the abode of holiness and peace — ^the peace that is bom 
when life is lived in the consciousness of God. Terror and fear 
never entered in. The passion of rebellious grief found nothing 
upon which to feed. So quiet and so mighty had been hia 
victory that sorrow lay at peace in the hearts of his loved ones. 
Few came into that Presence who were not caught up into the 
recognition of God's majesty. The others, if there were such, passed 
like shadows to whom it was given neither to see nor to be seen. 

All these days the pure white draperies hung lightly about the 
resting form. The serene and noble face lay upturned to the 
light. So it was on the day of the last solemn fete. The same 
white draperies enfolded him; tall roses leaned against his 
couch, like the little children who used to crowd about his knee 
while he unfolded to them, with help of microscope or flower, the 
tender mysteries of God's world. A great branch from an apple- 
tree bloomed gloriously above his head, and everywhere were 
flowers. 
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There were no signs of mourning, for this was the festival 
of his rebirth, the festival of spring. The woman and the child 
greeted with radiant faces the friends who came. From the 
simple service, whatever did not declare the beauty of holiness 
and the love of God was carved away. The finite world pro- 
nounced with awe and reverence God's benediction over the 
habitation of that spirit that had passed into the infinite. Then 
the wonderful temple for the worship of God was restored to the 
elemental world. No long and terrible stage of material decay 
had part in that release. Consciously and lovingly the temple 
was given over to the most purifying of nature's elements. Be- 
cause man's will was in accord with nature's own, nature did 
quickly and generously what in the end she must have done — 
but grudgingly and slowly. 

IV. 

Later, by some days, the woman received into her arms a 
precious burden. She bore it through the highways thronged 
with unknown men and women who were all unconscious of what 
it was she carried. She even stopped for a moment and shared 
in their activities. But all the while her whole being was filled 
with a surging tenderness, and with a sweeping sense of the 
power that is vested in us either to glorify or desecrate the ex- 
periences of life and death. She carried the burden out to that 
wooded country where she had hoped to found again the home. 

While the summer was yet young the woman, again carrying 
the sacred burden, led three pilgrims up the steep leaf-covered 
pathway of a quiet wooded hill. Upon the western slope the 
woods gave way before an open field, and at the margin grew a 
straight young oak tree. Prom the hillside one beheld a vision 
of God's world, sun-bathed and beautiful, stretching away, it 
seemed, into the infinite. 

Close to the oak tree the pilgrims halted, and there with 
reverent, unhurried fingers the woman and the child uncovered 
to the light the precious contents of the jar. There had been an 
instant of uncertainty and wonder — a wonder that knew not fear, 
because the past had barred fear quite away; but the heart had 
questioned silently, and had prepared itself to suffer. Dear God ! 
There was no need. Within the shrine was only beauty, the 
same merciful and tender beauty that had healed and comforted 
at every turn. These fair white fragments touched with the 
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opalescent colors of the world were but the broken shells of 
human existence washed up by the great ocean of Eternity and 
Life. As she gazed upon them the woman thought that she 
looked down into the mysteries of earth's creative life, and saw 
how nature had given of her richest treasures to the building of 
a man. 

And the woman spoke: 

" Thou material form that we found beautiful living among 
us, we find thee beautiful still. Here we are gathered 
to give back to Mother-Earth all that she gave: all that is ma- 
terial we here give back to-day." The woman raised her head 
with the radiance of an inspired love upon her, and she spoke 
to the spirit that had passed : " If in thine own wisdom and 
knowledge of the processes of life — if, in the greater develop- 
• ment, the fuller harmony with highest truth that now has come 
to thee, thou knowest a way to send the vision of that truth 
across the horizon of the waiting, seeking world — send it. To 
nature we give back the earthly form. 

" Here are the oak trees that thou didst love so well ; here are 
the wild roses and the song of birds; yonder the mountains and 
the horizon where the sunlight blends our world with that which 
is unseen. Here thy great spirit could have aspired. Here do 
I give back this fragmentary form to the great nature that thou 
didst love." 

She stopped beneath the oak tree, and, with filled hands, 
reverently and tenderly she strewed the fragments at- the oak 
tree's base. The other pilgrims followed in her lead. 

The woman turned to them with shining face: 

"We have given the material form itself to the oak tree- 
each of us. Now let us scatter all that is left to the winds — ^yes, 
let us give it to all the world, even as he sought in life to strew 
his strength and goodness wide over all. From everything in life 
there is an overflow, an effulgence that reaches into space. And 
as the spirit radiates, so radiates also the material form. We 
have given all that had shape to this sacred spot beneath the 
oak tree; now let the overflow reach all the world." She lifted 
both full hands. " Come, let us go together to the edge of the 
hill; we will sow it like grain," she said. 

"United we give these ashes out upon the winds. May all 
those who loved him be with us now in spirit: may they, too. 
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share in the gift of this to all the world. When they are come 
to the invisible gateway, may they, too, pass through in majesty 
and peace. 

"And now, Thou Infinite Spirit, fill us with that divine 
strength which unites us with Infinite Life, and with all its 
manifestations helpful to others and to ourselves wherever that 
Life is. Help us to live so in touch with the Eternal and Infinite 
that we may give out all that we see of truth, — broadly, truth- 
fully and tenderly. This was his aspiration, this is for what he 
lived. And so we in this hour dedicate ourselves to Truth." 

The woman bowed her head and silently withdrew with back- 
ward steps, her face still turned to the horizon. 

Such is the message of Death and the Eebirth. 

Chaklotte Osgood Mason. 



